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"What shall I tell people? They'll ask where you've
one, and what shall I tell them ? " Dunia asked.
" Say you don't know anything, that's all," Gregor said,
,nd turned to Aksinia. " Ksinia, hurry ! Don't take much
rith you. Just a warm jacket, two or three skirts, whatever
men you can, and food for immediate needs, that's all/'
The dawn was just beginning to spurt when, after saying
^ood-bye to Dunia and kissing the still sleeping children,
jregor and Aksinia went out on to the porch. They dropped
lown to the Don, and made their way along the bank to
he gully.
" You and I once went off to Yagodnoe just like this,"
Gregor said. " Only you had a larger bundle that time,
md we ourselves were younger. ..."
Rapturous with joy, Aksinia glanced sidelong at him
and answered:
"But all the time I'm afraid I shall find IVe been
Ireaming. Give me your hand, let me touch it, or I shan't
believe it." She laughed quietly, pressing against his
shoulder as she went.
He saw her eyes swollen with tears and shining with
happiness, her cheeks, pale in the glooms of the early
morning. He smiled indulgently, and thought: " She
jot herself ready and came as though going on a visit. , . .
Nothing frightens her; she's a great lass ! "
As though in answer to his thoughts, she said:
" You see the sort of woman I am. . . . You whistled,
as though to a dog, and I ran after you. My love and
yearning for you, Grisha, has bound me so firmly. ... I'm
only sorry for the children, but I wouldn't say one e Oh'
over myself. I'll follow you everywhere, even to death/'
Hearing their footsteps, the horses quietly whinneyecL
Dawn was coming on impetuously. Already a narrow strip
of heaven in the eastern confines was perceptibly rosy.
A mist was rising above the waters of the Don.
Gregor untied the horses and helped Aksinia into the
saddle. The stirrup straps were rather long for her legs
Angry at his own lack of foresight, he shortened the straps,
then mounted the second horse.
" Keep up behind me, Ksinia.   When we get out of the
gully we'll ride at a gallop.  That won't shake you up so
.-much.  Don't  slacken the reins, the horse you're riding